
TheTragedie 

AV. A good dire&ion warlike foueraigne, He Jhcnech 
This found I on my tent this morning. him a paper, 

locfyey of Nor folke be not ft bold. 

For Dickon thy mafier is bought and fold. 

King.. A thing deuifed by the cnemie. 

Go Gentlemen euery man vnto his charge, 

Let notour babling dreames affright our foules: 
Contcience is but a word that cowards vfe, 

D euifd at firfl to kcepe the {fixing in awe. 

Our fh ongarmes be our confidence {words, our lawc. 
March on, ioyne brauely ,let vs to it pell mell. 

If not to hcauen, then hand in hand to hell. 

His Oration to his sj’ tnie. 

What fliall 1 fay more then 1 haue infcrd i 
Remember whom you are to cope withall, 

Afortof vagabonds, rafcolsand runawaies, 

A fcum of Brittains,and bafe lackey pefonts. 

Whom their orecloied country vomits forth, 

To defperate aduentures and aflurd deftru&ion. 

You deeping fafe,they bring you to vnreft, 

You hauing landsand bleft with beauteous vviues 
They would reftraine the one,diftaine the other, 

And who doth lead them but a paltrey fellow ■ 

Long keptin Brittaine at ourmothers coif, 

A milkefopt,onc that neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer fhoo es in fnow: 

Lets whip thefe ft raglers ore the feas againe, 

Lafh hence thefe ouerwcening rags of France, 

Thefe faniifhtbcggerswearie of their liues. 

Who but for dreaming on this fondexployt, 

For want ofmeans poore rats had hangd themfclues, 

If we be conquered,! et men conquer vs, 

And not thefe baftard Brittains whom our fathers 
Haue in their owne land beafcn,bobd and thumpt, 

And in record left them thehclres of fhame. 

Shall thefe enioyour lands, lie with our wiues? 

Rauith our daughters, harkcl heare their drum, 

Fight Gentlemen of England, fight boldly yeomen, ^ 


■of Richard the third. 

Draw archers draw.yourarrowes to the head. 

Spur your proud horfes hard. and ride in bloud, 

Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaues, 

What faics lord Sfan ley,wi 11 he bring his power? 

Mef Mylord.hedoth denieto come, 

King. Offwith his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My lord, the ehemie is paft the marfh. 

After the battaile let George Stanley die. 

King. A thoufand harts are great within my bofome 

Aduance ourftandards,let vpon our foes. 

Our ancient word of courage fore faint George 

Infpirc vs with the fplecne of fierie Dragons, 

V pon them, viAorie firs on our helmes" Exeunt. 

Alarwn,excur fans, Enter (fatesbie. 

C, atef. Refccvv my lord of Norifblke,refcew,rcfcew, 
Theking enacts more wonders thena man. 

Daring an oppofite to euerie danger. 

His horfe is flame, and all on footc he fights, 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death, 

Refccw fail e lord, or elfe the day is loft. 

Enter 'Rye hard. 

Kin. A horfe,a horfe } tnv kingdomfor a horfe. 

Catef Withdraw my lord,ile helpe you to a horfe. 

A tug. S Lane I haue fet my life vpon a caft. 

And 1 will (fond the hazard of the die, 

I thinkc there be fixe Richmonds in the field. 

Hue haue I ftaineto d«jy 5 in (lead of him, 

A horfe, a horfc.iny kingclomefor a horfe. 

Mar an, Enter Rtchard and Richmond, theyfght, Richards is 
flamy hen retratt being founded. Enter Richmod , Haibyfca, 
ring the crovrneyxith other Lords ' * 

loin the dead temples of this bloudie wretch, 

H^e Ipfockt offto gracethy broweswuhall, ' 

* eare«,cmoy it,and make much of it. 

. Rich, 
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